from Isfahan and Khorasan; pagans from
Kafiristan, claiming descent from the army of
Alexander the Great and including in their
mysterious religion bits of Greek mythology as
well as Zoroastrian and Buddhist tenets. There
go Turkomans from Bokhara and Samarkand
and slant-eyed Mongols from the far-off Gobi
Desert. And of course there are Pathans, a few
of the half million in the Amir's realm. The one
with the patriarchal beard is no doubt their head-
man. Muscular frames they have and springy
step. Each of them is as tough as duralumin
and as dark of hue as a bronze statue. Their
proud bearing is refreshing after the spinelessness
of the people in the plains of India. They are
both savage and distinguished looking. They
meet every man eye to eye and allow ao man to
browbeat them. They are of the same stock as
Niam Shah and live along the frontier between
Afghanistan and India. They are splendid
examples of the survival of the fittest. Swarm-
ing behind them comes an endless procession of
Orakzais, Yusafzais, Hazars, Tajiks, Swatis, and
shaggy men from Tashkent, Khokand, Kashgar,
Kazan and Yarkaixd, men who live on the plateau
beyond the snow-capped Pamirs. Where could
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